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Chapter One — The Good Shepherd 


The Good Shepherd blesses all and promises to lead us into 
a new era of hope, prosperity and greatness. He will lead 
his flock into new realms, the likes of which the Divine 
world has never seen. Across the planes and into the 
unknown he will protect us. Enlightenment and learning 
will be available to all with no bias or discrimination. A 
new dawn has befallen us. The Time-Keepers are obsolete 
and have retired, their interests have shifted from the 
greater good of the world into their own agenda. Let us 
stand, hand in hand, and welcome the new leader of 
Existence! Down with the King and up with The Good 
Shepherd! 


The witch wept quietly in the corner of the damp dungeon. 
In the darkness, she pondered how long she had been in 
captivity. A week? A month? She wasn’t sure. Her eyes 
strained as she tried to make out an object on the other side 


of the abysmal cell. The lingering stench of an unidentified 


decaying cadaver, sulphur and burnt hair would make even 
the hardiest nauseous. 

Heavy footsteps came pounding along the corridor. 
The witch lifted her head in curiosity as the corridor fell 
silent. After a brief moment, the door crashed open. The 
light stung the witch’s eyes, she yelped and immediately 
shielded them with her hands. 

“Please, please let me go,” she croaked, still 
shielding her stinging eyes. 

“Silence!” bellowed a beery voice from the light. 
“Kull, take her to the Royal Chambers.” 

A dish-sized hand took her roughly by the back of 
her neck and lifted her from the ground with ease. Kull, the 
giant, stood at twice the height of most men and obeyed his 
orders to the letter. The witch kicked and screamed but to 


no avail, as Kull carried her away. 


The Grand Manor of The Celestial Order stood bold and 
proud upon its vast, immaculate grounds. Flowing greenery 
and floral decoration draped the landscape surrounding this 
magnificent building which boasted an array of different 
colours. 

If you asked someone for directions, they’d tell you it’s just 


past somewhere, right opposite nowhere. It can be defined 


as wherever you want it to be but only by invitation, 
courtesy of those that manage this impressive estate and the 
Divine world that it governs. The Celestial Order. 

Beautiful it may be, but many avoid this iconic 
building and embrace its obscurity. Those who enter seldom 
leave. 

Those employed at The Grand Manor were of many 
origins, some of the Earth and some of a different plane. 
With a common goal in hand, they knew the importance and 
essential perfection their role required. Eye contact and 
unnecessary interaction were met with consequences of the 
most unpleasant kind. 

One sunny morning as the staff bustled and busied 
their way around The Grand Manor, a sudden panic 
descended as the staff rushed to the huge oak doors and 
opened them. They bowed in silence as the council entered. 
Beads of sweat gathered on the foreheads of the staff as 
they nervously stood to attention. The council made their 
way without a word, swiftly and without hesitation, to the 
Royal Chamber. This particular part of The Grand Manor 
once hosted the blue-blooded lineage that had ruled the 
‘Divine’ world, until the dawn of their current government, 


The Celestial Order, long ago. 


The Royal Chamber had already been prepared as 
the council settled into their chairs around the vast oak 
table. The supreme leader of the The Celestial Order and 
Divine, Vignis Moralis, known widely as The Good 
Shepherd, pondered the decorative flowers and looked 
momentarily frustrated as one of them had shed a petal onto 
the polished table. He made a mental note to reprimand the 
individual responsible for allowing such imperfection. 

Vignis took special care in his appearance — not a 
single hair could ever be seen out of place, and his smart 
clothes were always immaculate. A stunning black suit 
accompanied a red rose lodged in his top pocket on this 
occasion. A slender, tall man, he had a charming smile that 
enthralled his public. A Divinian of no particular accent, his 
subjects gave him their unconditional faith and trust. This 
had been bolstered by an incredible public campaign by The 
Celestial Order. When the doors were closed from his 
adoring fans his charm became wicked, toxic and cruel. 

Vignis stood waiting for the others to settle into 
their seats, stroking his handsome face as he considered 
how to tackle the main topic of the day's meeting. He had 
mastered the art of leadership, public relations and political 


affairs during his rise to power. Those that opposed him or 


challenged his views, he masterfully brought around to his 
vision. For those that he couldn’t, he had them removed. 

Maintaining a very modest past, it was a mystery to 
most where he had come from. Whenever anyone 
questioned his age, should they dare, he replied with “very 
old” and that was that. Origins and historical affiliation 
remained a mystery to most of the Divine community, and 
Vignis liked it that way. 

“Are there any issues to raise before we begin the 
meeting?” asked Vignis calmly into the silent room. 

No one gave any inclination, and silence prevailed. 

“Implementation of energy as a currency has been 
successful. All in the Divine realm are now trading with 
energy, irrespective of societal placement or origin. Trading 
has increased and the energy tax has increased income into 
The Celestial Order, meaning we’re on course for the final 
solution.” Vignis smiled. 

“Today we discuss a most important goal. We need 
to increase efficiency of energy coming into The Celestial 
Order, it needs to be constant, consistent and larger in 
volume. Only then will we have the ability to move on to 
the next phase of our solution.” His expression became 


more serious as he placed his hands atop the polished table. 


He looked around at the varied faces that 
surrounded the table. Though different in appearance, they 
all looked fierce, concentrated and focused on the matter at 
hand. 

“Energy can only be harvested from the Divine and 
beyond, there is little to no energy to be found from Blind 
entities. We must continue to remain as obscure from their 
realm as possible. We have managed to avoid a war with the 
Blind for centuries. This must remain, for now at least.” 

Maybelle fluttered almost silently over to Vignis 
and whispered low enough so that others in the room 
couldn’t hear. The room began to shuffle uncomfortably in 
the silence. Maybelle stood at about a foot in height, and as 
the only known fire fairy, she could easily be recognised. A 
burnt orange glow surrounded her delicate figure and 
outwardly friendly appearance, she had learnt much from 
her master. Vignis had taken it upon himself to employ her 
as his right-hand assistant, and he kept her nearby at all 
times. 

Why he chose a fire fairy, nobody knew. Fairies — 
even fire fairies — look incredibly charming and friendly. 
With high levels of intelligence, they can be unpredictable 


and even cruel. 
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Vignis gave a nod of approval and gestured 
Maybelle away. He glanced once more at the stray petal that 
tarnished the immaculate table. 

“Judge Humphrey, Omar Asghari. You are 
dismissed from the day's meeting. There is no further 
business that will require your attention today,” Vignis 
ordered. 

Judge Humphrey and Omar both looked at each 
other, slightly taken aback; they were usually included in all 
meetings set in place by The Celestial Order. They gathered 
themselves and left the room without a word in reply. This 
was the wisest course of action when responding to their 
leader. 

A loud chafing and squeaking of leather echoed 
through the tense quiet in the grand room. Vignis shot 
Arteon Chubb a contemptuous look as he adjusted himself 
in his chair that he barely managed to fit in. Red-faced and 
uncomfortable, he tried to stay still and appear collected. 

“Anything to add, Arteon?” Vignis snapped, clearly 
frustrated at his mere presence. Nervous fidgeting and 
sweaty palms were in abundance as Vignis scowled at 
Arteon. Vignis acted as though he wasn’t aware of this 
sharp increase in atmospheric tension. The truth of the 


matter was that he enjoyed it. The tension played a part in 
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his conscious effort to hold the room and control the flow of 
the day’s events. It worked superbly. 

“The Celestial Order now has the correct protocols 
in place to manage and oversee the income of energy. The 
Bank of The Celeste has now been opened and is operating 
on a public level and for our... other activities...” Arteon 
spluttered. He looked at the others as if to ask for help but, 
sadly, he was very much alone and certainly wouldn’t 
receive any aid from his peers. Arteon slipped further into 
his chair as he waited for the focus to move away from him. 

Vignis glared at Arteon for a moment, allowing a 
crushing silence to reign. 

“I expect a written report of these activities before 
midday tomorrow,” Vignis replied, unimpressed at his 
announcement. 

“Yes, absolutely, consider it done,” Arteon 
wheezed. 

Arteon silently panicked and continued to perspire 
at an alarming rate as he considered this near-impossible 
task. His report wasn’t entirely truthful. He had set the 
foundations for his task but hadn’t achieved anywhere near 
the progress he’d reported. Vignis’s suspicion had been 


roused and he called Arteon’s bluff. 
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Arteon had neglected his project by delegating his 
tasks to those that worked for him whilst he indulged in 
pleasures of a mostly perverse nature. 

Sitting opposite Arteon Chubb, Adelade Grey let a 
thin smile crack across her usually cold face. She enjoyed 
watching Arteon suffer for his inefficiencies. Adelade 
directed all management of The Celestial Order and knew 
full well what a task Arteon had been landed with. She 
looked middle-aged, always dressed formally and never 
spoke out of place. She knew nothing of joy, happiness or 
empathy, and considered them to be inefficient emotions 
used only by the foolish and lame. 

Always looking to progress, today’s meeting held 
great importance for her. It would be her chance to 
demonstrate her true capability. 

Mohammed Shah, the latest addition to the 
governing board of The Celestial Order, sat at ease and 
comfort, only half paying attention to the meeting’s 
activities. This could only be due to naivety, stupidity or 
both. Should Shah be challenged, he would be alone to deal 
with any confrontation from Vignis. 

“Shah, do we have an update on our shipment?” 


Vignis enquired. 
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“The next few days at the latest,” Shah replied 
without concern. He hadn’t noticed the urgency in Vignis’s 
voice — or he chose to ignore it. 

Shah always looked his best and wore informal 
modern attire, such as tracksuits and leisure wear, nearly all 
of the time. He had obtained a place on The Celestial Orders 
board through an unorthodox method. The Blind could 
never hold a place here, but as one of the richest people in 
Saudi Arabia, he had managed to negotiate his way into The 
Celestial Order just before a terminal illness had taken him. 
Through Divinian magic they were able to cure his illness 
and bring him into the Divine world. Though money may 
not guarantee happiness, it can certainly provide the right 
connections. Nobody knew the exact details of the 
negotiation, but it caught the attention of Vignis, and in no 
time at all Shah had been offered a place on the board of 
The Celestial Order. 

“What’s the latest on our position against The 
Galdihar Rebellion?” Vignis asked as he flicked through 
some of his notes. 

“They’ve lost all major strongholds to The Celestial 
Order and have been forced into hiding,” Adelade Grey said 


with conviction. “They are all but eliminated!” 
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“Well, they must all be eliminated as soon as 
possible,” Vignis snapped, playing down the importance of 
the Rebellion. “Do we know the whereabouts of The 
Commodore?” 

“Erm...” Adelade returned to her notes and went 
through them wildly as Vignis glared impatiently. “He is in 
hiding, but we know what time line he has entered. It is only 
a matter of time before he is captured.” 

Vignis stared hard at the faces around the room. 

“The continuation of time is delicate. The 
Commodore puts us all in jeopardy every time he travels to 
a different timeline,” Vignis spat. “Not to mention, his 
escape and evasion. He is making a mockery of everything 
that we stand for. I want that criminal captured or — so help 


me — I will hold all of you responsible.” 


The day wore on until darkness fell over The Grand Manor. 
The meeting continued into the evening until the final call 
of business had arrived. 

“Maybelle, have the witch brought to us!” barked 
Vignis. Maybelle fluttered out of the room without 
hesitation. 

“Adelade, you requested to take the lead on our 


final matter of business,” said Vignis. 
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He made his way across the meeting room to a 
darkened corner and seated himself in a wing-backed chair. 

Adelade was preparing her notes when the door to 
the meeting room flew open, crashing against the wall. Kull 
entered dragging a flailing woman. She screamed and 
kicked, begging to be released. The giant obliged, dropping 
the woman in a pile on the floor. The giant left and 
Maybelle closed the door behind him. 

“Silence!” bellowed Adelade. 

The witch sobbed uncontrollably. Her hair was 
tangled and matted, her clothes were threadbare and filthy. 
It was clear that she had been held in captivity for quite 
some time. The witch also had another affliction that didn’t 
stand her at any good grace. She came from the world of the 
Blind. The Blind are very rarely brought into the Celestial 
realm. The Celestial Order considered the Blind as the 
lowest of the low. 

“You’re aware as to the nature of your 
summoning?” questioned Adelade as she arranged her notes 
for the tenth time. 

The witch didn’t answer, but continued to sob with 
her head in her hands. Adelade glanced nervously towards 


the wing-backed chair in the corner of the room. This 
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wasn’t part of the plan, why wouldn’t this simpleton 
conform to her questioning? 

“You have been summoned to the The Grand 
Manor of The Celestial Order to carry out a specific task in 
exchange for a reduced sentence for your crimes against 
The Celestial Realm,” Adelade asserted. 

The witch sobbed louder, without looking up. 

“Tm... Pm not helping you, just... just kill me now 
and have it over with,” the witch spluttered through her 
tears. 

“There are fates worse than death, criminal!” 
snapped Shah. 

“Thank you,” retorted Adelade, frowning at his 
interruption. 

She paced over to the witch with her hands behind 
her back and a look of exaggerated empathy. 

“There are two boys still in Existence, they live by 
Penny Meadow, currently with their aunt. It would be 
unfortunate for them to get tied up in your investigation,” 
Adelade said softly. 

“You wouldn’t! Leave my children out of this!” 
screamed the witch in hysteria. 

Adelade smiled, she had achieved the rise she was 


looking for. She continued to pace the room. 
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“If you do not co-operate, there will be 
consequences,” Adelade cooed in an almost caring tone. 

The witch looked up at Adelade, tired and defeated. 

“What do you require of me?” the witch muttered. 

“Summon Hymm,” Adelade grinned. 

The board members began to shift in their seats, 
shooting a nervous glance at each other. The name alone 
brought fear to all except Adelade and Vignis. 

The witch remained silent for a few moments, 
contemplating her options... or lack thereof. 

“Tt’s not that simple. It takes time, and the process 
must be perfect. Many have tried and have been 
unsuccessful,” the witch explained earnestly. 

“I’m sure you'll manage just fine,” said Adelade as 
her smile curled further. Adelade didn’t smile very often 
and when she did, it looked sadistic and unnatural. 

“I don’t have the items required,” the witch said, as 
a matter of fact. She hoped that this would abort their plans. 

“Not to worry! I have had the necessary effects 
gathered. They’re of the finest quality,” Adelade enthused. 

Adelade brought over a wooden box filled with the 
items required for the ritual. Everything she would need was 
present and, more to the point, the items were of a finer 


quality than her own. 
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The witch let out a sigh and began arranging the 
items for the ritual. 

Vignis remained in the corner of the room and 
seemed transfixed by the witch. He knew the difficulty of 
her task and hadn’t seen it done first hand before. He 
observed every motion, mentally recording the movements. 

Silence reigned as the room looked at the witch, 
watching every move she made. She took great care in her 
spiritual activities and was well practiced at her craft. She 
damned the day she ever got involved in witchcraft. She had 
always practiced for advantage but had ultimately meddled 
in the wrong circles. Now her children were at risk. 

The witch threw more logs into the open fireplace. 
The members of the order watched as the flames were given 
renewed life, lighting fiercely. She muttered an incantation 
and threw an assortment of concoctions into the fireplace. 
The flames roared and turned a deep shade of blue. She 
stood back and stared wide-eyed, not moving, as if ready to 
run. 

A few moments passed by but nothing more seemed 
to be happening. 

“Ts that it?!” Adelade snorted loudly, but the witch 


simply gestured for her to be quiet. 
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Adelade scowled at the witch. No one should dare 
gesture to her in such a manner. 

The flames began to turn back to their familiar state 
and shade. The witch sighed with relief and moved further 
away from the fireplace. 

A figure began to emerge from the fireplace. 
Slowly, it descended from the flames and stood in front of 
its impromptu audience. Hymm had been summoned. The 
over-powering stench of rotting flesh and sulphur attacked 
the senses of all in attendance. 

Hymm studied the room. The room looked on in 
awe at the other-worldly entity. An ancient, tattered 
Edwardian black dress flowed down to a pair of black 
leather boots, styled from the same era. A pair of white 
leather gloves accompanied the sinister attire. Above the 
shoulders hovered a white porcelain mask, cracked and tired 
with a wry smile that could bring fear and dread to the 
strongest of men. Behind the mask hid no face, and under 
the gloves were no hands. If not for the clothes, there would 
be no indication of a presence at all. 

The room gasped and held its breath. Some 
considered running away, but if Hymm didn’t catch them, 
Vignis would. All eyes were fixed on Hymm — all except 


Shah. He didn’t seem to be particularly moved by the 
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summoning. He watched in quite a relaxed state with a knee 
leant on the table, something that Vignis had noticed and 
held in more contempt than the offending flower petal. 

Hymm. The supreme orchestrator of Oblivion, had 
many names. The Lord of Lament, The Final Judgement or 
simply, The End. Many tales are told of Hymm across all 
the planes and all the ages, but one remains truest of all: 


should you be condemned, there is no redemption. 


Hymm orchestrated the punishment of all those sentenced to 
eternity in Oblivion. Most know very little about Oblivion, 
as those that are condemned never leave. Existing 
knowledge is mostly based on legend, centuries old. 

No one spoke as Hymm turned attention to the 
witch. She looked back, almost fearless. What more could 
they do to her that she hadn’t already endured? 

“You have been summoned by The Celestial Order 
to discuss the future of Oblivion,” Adelade said in a formal 
tone. She wavered slightly; her nerves were getting the 
better of her. She knew the legend of Hymm. 

The other-worldly monster paid no attention to her 


statement. 
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“You summoned me mortal?” Hymm asked. The 
tortured voice sounded as though it hadn’t uttered a sound 
in thousands of years. 

“T did,” the witch replied after a short delay. 

Hymm considered the witch for a moment. It had 
been centuries since a mortal, witch or not, had successfully 
conjured Hymm. 

“Like the brightest of stars, you have caught the 
attention of onlookers,” Hymm contemplated. 

The witch gave a nod. 

“You have been summoned by The Celestial Order 
and shall answer when you are addressed!” Arteon 
squawked. He also knew the legend of Hymm and made an 
attempt to take the authoritarian role to gain some dignity 
from his earlier embarrassment. 

Hymm turned slowly to Arteon. Fear spliced his 
voice, and so Hymm decided to deprive him of just that. 

A swift snap of the fingers and Arteon fell to the 
floor with a heavy thump, completely paralysed. He began 
to turn blue but remained conscious. He choked quietly, 
unable to breathe and unable to die. A stalemate of 
mortality had entangled him. 

The other members looked fearful and edged away 


from Arteon, all except the witch and Vignis. For a reason 
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she couldn’t explain, the witch felt safer in the presence of 
Hymm. 

Hymm approached the table with curiosity and 
studied the flowers for a moment before reaching over. As 
the gloves touched them, they wilted at an accelerated rate 
until finally they perished. 

“We, The Celestial Order, have successfully 
implemented a new currency across the celestial planes in 
the form of energy, and we understand that Oblivion has 
access to energy from those condemned,” Adelade piped up 
with renewed vigour. 

“T have no requirement for currency, and neither 
does any other resident from my plane,” Hymm retorted 
impatiently. 

“There’s a new world order in place and it stretches 
across the entirety of the celestial planes, including yours,” 
sneered Shah. His ignorance had finally caught up with him, 
exposing his inexperience and stupidity. 

“And I suppose, those of the ‘old world’ such as 
myself must conform or risk being left behind in this pivotal 
change?” Hymm asked calmly, crossing the room slowly 
towards Shah. He had gained the full attention of Hymm. 

“You said it yourself” grinned Shah, rising from his 


chair and placing his hands firmly on the table in a 
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confrontational manner. Vignis thrived at the show from his 
chair. Control had become something of a speciality to 
Vignis, but anarchy, fear and chaos were a novelty that he 
thoroughly enjoyed. 

Hymm looked from Shah to an old gramophone in 
the corner of the room. With a gentle flick of the finger, it 
began to whir and whine into life. 

The sounds of Shah’s voice echoed throughout the 
room. 

“The Celestial Order. What a joke! They think that I 
have spent my life collecting enchanted items and objects of 
varying power. PII use this fairy tale as a bargaining effort 
to gain a seat on the council and then work my way in from 
there!” Shah’s voice arrogantly thundered from the 
gramophone. 

The other members looked in disgust at Shah. He 
sat open-mouthed as the gramophone exposed him before 
his peers. 

“TIl just keep stringing them along that I’m having 
them moved. Otherwise, what leverage do I have? They 
won’t need me,” Shah continued in arrogant tones. 

“TIl always be one step ahead of them, what a 


shame age doesn’t define intelligence!” he laughed. 
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The gramophone slowed and faded into a hard 
silence. Only the fireplace could be heard crackling. 
Meanwhile, Arteon continued to remain blue-faced and 


unable to move. 


Shah, began to nervously adjust his collar, his hands 
trembling as he tried to hide his fear. 

Hymm glared at him, letting Shah take a few 
moments to allow his exposure to settle before finally 
taking hold of his hand. Shah jerked violently but contact 
remained between them. 

He shook and screamed before falling to the floor. 
He quickly got up and panicked, his arrogant and calculated 
demeanour disappeared and what remained seemed that of a 
frightened boy. 

“I can’t see, I can’t see you! I can’t see any of you!” 
Shah spluttered. 

He gasped in horror as he felt his sickness returning 
to him. Panicking, he began flailing his arms at what he 
could no longer see or hear. Not only did he have no 
leverage to remain within The Celestial Order, he had 
become Blind to the Divine world once more. 

Vignis beamed at this revelation from the corner of 


the room and marvelled at Shah as he stood panicking. 
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He gave a nod to Adelade and she sped to the door 
calling for Kull. 

“Remove that man!” she shrilled to Kull. Gormless 
as ever, Kull made his way over to Shah. 

“Please, please, I beg of you, do not remove me 
from the council. I have many uses! Please!” he begged as 
the giant took him by the scruff of the neck and led him 
kicking and screaming from the room. 

The door slammed shut behind them. No one said a 
word as the muffled screams of Shah slowly disappeared 
down the corridor. 

“The evening has been entertaining, but as I have 
no further business here—’ Hymm began. 

“Oblivion, has a high level of energy across its 
plane. This energy from those condemned, currently has no 
use across your plane. We wish to use that energy for 
currency across Existence, Purgatory and eventually 
Sanctuary,” Adelade urged. 

Hymm wavered in revolt for a moment at the 
mention of Sanctuary. 

“There is nothing to negotiate, the energy is forfeit 
to Oblivion and this will remain,” Hymm snapped 


impatiently and turned to leave. 
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“We have The Imposter’s Amulet!” blurted 
Adelade as Hymm reached the fireplace. 

Hymm paused, just shy of the mantle. 

“The Imposter’s Amulet has eluded even the most 
resourceful for centuries,” said Hymm curiously, turning the 
harrowing mask towards Adelade. 

Adelade produced the amulet from inside her 
immaculate purse and placed it on the table. 

“This amulet allows any entity of another plane, 
even Oblivion, to appear as a mortal and walk unhindered,” 
continued Adelade. 

“Fool! Do you think I am unaware of its power?” 
snapped Hymm. 

Hymm reached over, took the amulet from the table 
and studied it curiously. Satisfied with the amulet’s 
authenticity, Hymm slipped it expertly away into a small 
pocket. 

“I will arrange for any unused energy to be 
channelled to The Celestial Order. You are required to 
supply a new artefact to me, personally, every year. Should 
you fail, the agreement is void and your soul will reside in 
Oblivion where it undoubtedly belongs.” 

Hymm looked over at the witch one final time with 


curiosity, and smiled. With a snap of its fingers, Hymm 
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vanished and the fireplace extinguished. A contract lay on 
the table where the amulet had been. 

Arteon could be heard gasping for air, choosing to 
stay on the floor to recover. His rolls of fat moved 
hysterically as he tried to absorb as much oxygen as he 
could. 

Adelade looked concerned, as did every other board 
member. 

Vignis rose from his chair and took the contract 
from the table. He folded it neatly and placed it into his 
pocket. 

Adelade looked a little confused at Vignis’s interest 
in the contract. 

The witch looked hopefully at the faces surrounding 
the table. 

“Am I free?” she asked nervously. 

The board looked at her distastefully and without 
remorse. Vignis didn’t grace the witch with a reply and 
swiftly left the room, closely followed by Maybelle 
hovering behind him. 

Adelade called for the giant once more. 

“Take her away, put her back into isolation until 


further notice,” Adelade ordered. 
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“No! Please! Let me go, I’ve done as you asked! 
What about my boys? Will they be safe?” the witch pleaded 
as she was led away from the Royal Chamber. 

Once firmly out of earshot, Kull glanced down at 
the witch as he led her away. 

“Name?” he growled clumsily. 


“Alwin, Alwin White,” the witch smiled weakly. 
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